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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Mr. G A Y. 
Spoken by Mr. © U 1 N. 


Wonder not our Author doubts Succeſs, 
1 One in his Circumſtance can do no leſs. 
Ihe Dancer on the Rope that tries at all, 
In each unpractis d Caper riſques a Fall: 
I own 1 dread his tickliſh Situation, 
Critics dereſt Poetic Innovation. 
Had Ic rus been content with ſolid Ground, 
The giddy vent rous Youth had ne er been drown'd. 
Spe Pegaſus of old had Fire and Force, 
But your true modern is a Carrier's Horſe, 
Drawn by the foremoſt Bell, afraid to ſtray, 
Bard following Bard jogs on the beaten Way. 
Muy is this Man ſo obſtinate an Elf? 
Will he, alone, not imitate himſe f? 

His Scene now ſhews the Heroes of old Greece; 
But how ? tis monſtrous! In a Comic Piece, 
To Buskins, Plumes and Helmets what Pretence, 
If mighty Chieſs muſt ſpeak but common Senſe ? 
Shall no bold Diction, no Poe tic Rage, 
Fomg at our Mouths and thunder on the Stage? 
Nc tis Achilles, as he came from Chiron, 
Juſt taught to ſing as well as wield cold Iron; 
And whatſoever Criticks may ſuppoſe, ; 
Our Author holds, that what He ſpokes was Proſe. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Lycomedes, Mr. Quin. 
Diphilus, Mr. Aſton. 
Achilles, Mr. Salway. 
Ulyſſes, Mr. Chapman. 
Diomedes, Mr. Laguerre. 
Ajax, Mr. Hall. 
Periphas, Mr. Walker. 
Agyrtes, Mr. Leveridge. 

WOMEN. 
Thetis, Mrs. Buchanan. 
Theaſpe, Mrs. Cantrel, * 
Deidamia, Miſs Nor/a. 
Lesbia, Miſs Binks. 
Philoe, Miſs Oates. 
Artemona, Miſs Egleton. 


Courtiers, Guards, &c. 


SCENE, Sc rR OS. 
4CHILLES. 


follow it. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE, The Palace. 
TukrISs, Aci I ES. 


TuzkEris. 


EFORE I leave you, Child, I muſt inſiſt 

upon your Promiſe, that you will never diſ- 
cover yourſelf without my Leave. Don't 
look upon it as capricious Fondneſs, nor 
think 1 tis a Mother's Advice) that 
in Duty to yourſelf you are oblig'd not to 


Ach. But my Character! my Honour Wouꝰ d you 
have your Son live with Infamy : On the firſt Ste 
of a young Fellow depends his Character for Life. 
I beg you, Goddeſs, to * with your Commands. 


bet. Have you then no Regard to my Preſentiment ? 
I can't bear the Thoughts of 


that odious Siege of Troy wou 


our going, for I know 
Fi be the Death of thee. 


Ach. 


— — ůͤ— — - 
ry — 
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Ach. Becauſe you have the natural Fears of a Mo- 
ther, wou'd you have me inſenfible that I have the Heart 
of a Man? The World, Madam, muſt look upon my 
abſconding in this Manner, and at this particular Junc- 
ture, as infamous Cowardiſe. 


AIR I. A Clown in Flanders once there was. 


IL bat's Life? No Curſe is more ſevere, 
Than bearing Life with Shame, 

{s this your Fondneſs? this your Care? 
O give me Death with Fame. 


T het, Keep your Temper, Achilles :>—"Tis both 
impious and unduriful to call my Preſcience in queſtion. 

Ach. Pardon me, Goddeſs, for had you, like other 
Mothers, been a meer Woman only, I ſhou'd have ta- 
ken the Liberty of other Sons, and ſhou'd (as 'tis my 
Duty) have heard your Advice, and follow'd my 
own. | | 

T het. ] poſitively ſhall not be eaſy, Child, unleſs you 
give me your Word and Honour. — Tou know my 
Commands. 

Ach. My Word, Madam, I can give you; but my 
Honour is already facrific'd to my Duty. That I gave 
you when I ſubmitted to put on this Woman's Habit. 

Thet. Believe me, Achilles, I have a tender Regard 
for your Honour, as well as Life. By preventing 
your running head- long to your Deſtiny, I preferve you 
for future hey. There fore, Child, I once more in- 
ſiſt upon your ſolemn Promiſe. 

Ach. Was I a Woman (as I appear to be) I cou'd 
without Difficulty give you a Promiſe to have the Plea- 
ſure of rpg it; but when I promiſe, my Life is 
pledg'd for the Performance. Your Commands, Ma- 
dam, are ſacred. Yer I intreat you, Goddefs, to 
confider the ignominious Part you make me act.——1in 
obeying you, I prove my felt unworchy of you. 

Thet. Ny Will, Achilles, is not to be controverted. 


Icur Life depends upon your Duty; and poſitively, 


CI. ild, you ſhall not go to this Siege. 
| AIR 


ACHILLES. - bh 


AIR II. Gudgeon's Song. 


Why thus am I heid at Deffance ? 
A Mother, a Goddeſs obey ! 
Will Men never practiſe Compliance, 
Till Marriage hath taught em the N ay? 


Ach. But why muſt I lead the Life of a Woman 
Why was I ſtolen away from my Preceptor ? Was I not 
as fate under the Care of Chiron ?!—I know the Love 
he had for me; I feel his Concern; and I dare ſwear 
that good Creature is now fo diftreſs'd for the Loſs of 
me, that he will quite founder himſelf with galloping 
trom Place to Place to look after me. 

Thet. I'll hear no more. Obey, and ſeek to know no 
further. Can you imagine that I wou'd have taken 
all this Trouble to have lodg'd you under the Protec- 
tion of Lycomedes, if I had not ſeen the abſolute Neceſ- 
ſity of it? | 

Ach. Were I allow'd to follow my Inclinations, what 
wou'd you have to fear ? I ſhou'd do my Duty, 
and die with Honour.— Was I to live an Age, I cou'd 
do no more. | 

Thet. You are ſo very obſtinate, that really, Child, 
there's no enduring you.—Your Impatience ſeems to 
forget that I am a Goddeſs: Have I not degraded my 
ſelf into the Character of a diſtreſꝰd Grecian Princels ? 
"Tis owing to my Artifice and Infinuation that we have 
the Protection of the King of Seyros. Have I nat won 
Lycomedes his Friendſhip and Hoſpitality to that Degree 
as to place you, without the leaſt Suſpicion, among his 
Daughters? And for what, dear Achilles? 
Your Safety and future Fame requir'd it. | 

Ach. Tis impoſſible, Madam, to bear it much longer. 
My Word, my Actions, my aukward Behaviour, muſt 
one Day inevitably diſcover me. I had been ſafer 
under the Tuition of Chiron. | 

Jet. Hath not the Prophet Calchas perſuaded the 

Confederanes that the Succeſs of their Expedition againſt 
* Troy depends upon your being among em: Have wy 
b 
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not Emiſſaries and Spies almoſt every where in ſearch 
of you? "Tis here only, and in this Diſguiſe, that I 
can helieve you out of the Reach of Suſpicion. 
You have ſo much Youth, and ſuch a Bloom, that there 
is no Man alive but muſt take you for a Woman. What 
I am moſt afraid of is, that when you are amon 


the 
Ladies you ſhow'd be ſo little Mafter of your Paſſions 
as to find your ſelf a Man. 


AIR III. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor, 


Ach. The Wciman always in Temptation, 
Muſt do what Nature bids her do; 
Our Hearts feel equal Palpitation, 
For we've unguarded Minutes too. 
By Nature greedy, 
W hen lank and needy, 
W ithin your Foid the Wolf confine ; 
T hen bid the Glutton | 
Not think of Mutton ; 


Can you perſuade him not to dine ? 


Thet. Now, dear Child, let me beg you to be diſ- 
creet.— I have ſome Sea-Afﬀeairs that require my At- 
tendance, which (much againſt my Will) oblige me 
for a time to leave you to your own Conduct. 


SCENE IL 
Thetis, Achilles, Artemona. 


Art. The Princeſſes, Lady Pyrrba, have been fitti 


n 
at their Embroidery above a Quarter of an Hour, — 
are perfectly miſerable for want of you. 


Tret. Pyrrha is ſo very unhandy, and ſo monſtrouſſy 
aukward at her Needle, that I know ſhe muſt be di- 
verting. Her Paſhon for Romances (as you muſt have 
obſery'd in other Girls) took her oft from every Part 
of uſe ful Education. 

Ach. For the many Obligations I have to the Prin- 
ceſles, I ſhou'd (no doubt) upon all Occaſions ſhew 


wy 
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my ſelf ready to be the But of their Ridicule.— Tis a 
Duty that all great People expect from (what they 
call) their Dependants. 

Art. How can you, Lady Pyrrba, miſinterpret a Ci- 
vility ? I know _ have a Friendſhip, an Eſteem for 
you; and have a Pleaſure in iuſtructing you, 

T bet. For Heaven's Sake, Pyrrha, let not your cap- 
tious Temper run away with your good Manners. You 
cannot bur be ſenſible of the King's and their Civilities, 
both to you and me.—How can you be ſo horridly out 
of Humour ? 

" Ach. All I mean, Madam, is; chat when People are 
ſevſible of their owu Defects, they are not the proper 
Objects of Ridicule. 

Thet. You are fo very touchy, Pyrrha, that there is 
no enduring you, how can you be ſo unſociable a 
Creature as to deny a Friend the Liberty of laughing at 
your little Follies and Indiſcretions ? For what do you 
think Women keep Company with one another? : 

Ach. Becauſe they hate one another, deſpiſe one 
another, and ſeek to have the Pleaſure of ſeeing and 
expoſing one another's Faults and Follies. 

Thet. Now, dear Pyrrha, tell me, is Work a thing 
you pique yourſelf upon? Suppoſe too they ſhou'd (mile 
at an Abſurdity in your Dreſs, it cou'd not be ſuch a 
Mortification as if (like moſt Women) you had made it 
the chief Buſineſs of your Lite ? 


Art. Don't they treat one another with equal Fami- 
liarity ? 

Ach. But a Reply from me (whatever was the Pro- 
vocation) might be look'd upon as impertinent. I hate 
to 1 under the Reftraint of Civility when I am ill- 
us'd, 

Art. Will you allow me, Madam, to make your Ex- 
cuſes to the Princeſſes? The Occaſion of your 
Highneſo's leaving her, I ſee, troubles her _—Perhaps 
I may interrupt Converſation. | 

Wet. Tis aſtoniſhing, Child, how you can have ſo 
little Complaiſance. This ſullen Behaviour of your's 


muſt be diſagreeable. I hope, Madam, ſhe is not al- 
ways in this way ? _ 
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Art. Never was any Creature more entertaining ! 
Such Spirits, and ſo much Vivicity ! The Princeſſes are 
really fond of her to Diſtraction.— The molt chearful 
Tempers are liable to the Spleen, and "tis an Indul- 

gence that one Woman owes to another. 

Ach. The Spleen, Madam, is a Female Frailty that 
I have no Pretenſions to, nor any of its Affections. 


AIR IV. St vous vous moquez de nous. 


W hen a ll oman ſullen ſits, 
Ind wants Breath to conquer Reaſon ; 
Alxcays theſe affected Fits 
Are in Seaſon : 
Since tis her Diſpoſition, 
Make ber be her own Phyſician. 


| Nay, dear Madam, you ſhall not go without me 


Though I have my particular Reafons to be our of Hu- 
mour, I cannot be deficient in Good-manners 

Art. I know they would take it mortally ill if they 
thought your Complaiſance had put yourſelt under the 
leaſt Reſtraint. 

Ach, 1 can't forgive myſelf for my Behaviour. —You 
muſt excuſe me, Madam; for Abſcnee in Converſation 
is an Incivility that I am but roo liable to. 

Art. You know we all rally you upon your being in 
Love, as that is one of irs moſt infallible Symptoms. 

T bet. I charge you, upon my Bleſſing ;—as 2 ex- 
rect Fame, Glory, Immortality, obey me. [To Achilles, 

Thetis es lim. Exeunt Achilles and Artemona. 


SCENE II. 
Thetis. 
As for his Face, his Air, his Figure, I am not under 


the leaſt Apprehenfion; all my Concern is from the 
Im petuoſity of his Temper. Vet, after all, why 


fhewd I fear a Diſcovery ? for Women have the ſame 


Paſſione, though they employ em upon different Ob- 
Jeccs. AIR 


ACHILLES it 


AIR V. A Minuet. 


Man's fo tcuchy, a Word that's injurions 
Wakes his Honour; he's ſudden as Five, 
Woman kindles, and is no leſs furious 
For her Trifles, or any Deſire. 
Man is teſty, 
Or ſ ur, or reſty, 
IF balk'd of Honors, or Pow'r, or Pelf, 
Woman's Paſſions can no leſs moleſt ye, 
And all for Reaſons ſbe keeps to ber ſelf. 


He is ſudden, he is impatient. What then? Are Wo- 
men leſs ſo? Ask almott all Scrvants what they know 
of their Miſtreſſes. He is wiltul, teſty, and un- 
tractable. Can't Thouſands of Husbands ſay as much 
of their Wives? Then as for his Obſtinacy —tliat can 
never ſhew him leſs a Woman. But he hath not that 
Command of his Tongue I cou'd wiſh him: He is too 
vehement, too ſevere in his Expreſſions. In this Par- 
ticular, indeed, few Women take equal Liberries ro 
one another's Faces, bur they make ample Amends for 
it behind each other's Backs; ſo that, with all theſe Iu- 
firmities of Man, he may with the leaſt Conduct very 
well paſs for a fine- ſpirited Woman — This Reflexion 
hath cur'd my Anxiety, and will make me believe him 


ſecure. 
SCENE IV. 
Thetis, Lycomedes. 


Thet. Tis with the utmoſt Gratitude that I return 
our Majeſty Thanks, for the Honours and hoſpitable 
—— ſhewn to me and my Daughter. : 
Lyc. You wou'd oblige me more, Madam, it your 
Affairs wou'd allo you to accept *cin longer. 
Thet. I have preſum'd, Sir, ro treipats further on 
your Generoſity, in leaving my Daughter under your 
Protection.—lL hope Pyriba's Behaviour will deterve it. 


AIR 
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AIR VI. Toyon, my Dear, and to no other, 


Muſt then, alas, the fondeſt Mot her 
Deſert her Child? 
Lyc. === === Ab, why this Tear? 
SEellin Theaſpe nd ancther ; 
In me paternal Love and Care. 


Had you taken her with you, my Daughters wou'd 
have been miſerable beyond Expreſſion. Theirs and 
her Education ſhall be the ſame. 

T het. I beg you, Sir, not to regard my Gratitude like 
the common Obligations of Princes; for neither Time 
nor Intereſt can ever cancel it. 

Lyc, Atfairs of Conſequence may require your Pre- 
ſence. Importunity upon theſe Occaſions is trouble+ 
ſome and unhoſpitable— I ask no Queſtions, Madam, 
becauſe I chooſe not to pry into Secrets. 


Thet. I can only thank, and rely upon your Ma 


jeſty's 
Goodneſs—My Duty to the Queen, Sir, per pg bo 
hence to own my Obligations, and receive her Com- 


mands. 
SCENE V. 
Lycomedes, Diphilus. 


Lyc. The Princeſs Caliſta hath taken her Leave; ſhe 
is bur juſt gone out of the Room. 

Diph. That Pyrrha, Sir, was a moſt delicious Piece. 

Lyc. With all her little vixen Humours, to my Taſte 
ſhe 15 ivfinitely agreeable. 

Diph. Your parting with her, Sir, in this eaſy man- 
ner, is aſtoniſhing. One too fo exceſſively fond of you! 

Lyc. Parting with her, Diphilus 

Diph. But no Prince alive hath ſo great a Command 
of his Paſhons. 

Lyc. Dear Diphilus, let me underſtand you. 

Diph. To my Knowledge you might have had her. 

Lyc. Can I believe thee ? | 

Lipb. I really thought the Queen began to be a little 


uneaty, and, for the Quiet of the Family (ſince ſhe is 
gone) 1 muſt own I am heartily glad of it. AIR 


ACHILLES. 
AIR VII. Fcbn went ſuiting unto Foar. 
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How your Patience had been try d 
Had this haughty Dame comply d! 
W hat's a Miſtreſs and a Wife ? 


Foy for Moments; Plague for Life. 


Lyc. I am not ſo unha Diphilus.—— Her Mother 
hath left her to my 1 * 


Diph. Juſt as I wiſh'd. 
Lyc. Wou'd ſhe had taken her with her! 
Diph. It might have been better. For beyond diſ- 


pute, Sir, both you and the Queen wou'd have been 
caſier. a 


Lyc. Why did ſhe truſt her to me? 
Diph. There cou'd be but one Reaſon. 
Lyc. I cannot anſwer for myſelf. 


1 ipb. Twas upon that very Preſumption you was 
truſted. 


Lyc. Wouv'd I could believe thee ! 


Diph. "Tis an apparent manifeſt Scheme, Sir, and 
you wou'd diſappoint her Mother and Daughter if 
our Majeſty did not betray your Truſt. You love 
er, 14 ſay. 
Lyc. To Diſtraction, Diphilus. 
Diph. And was the betraying a Truſt ever as yet an 
Obſtacle to that Paſſion? What wou'd you have a Mo- 
ther do more upon ſuch an Occaſion ? Ladies of her 
Rank cannot tranſact an Affair of this kind, but with 


ſome Decormm. 

Lye. But you can never ſuppoſe Pyrrha knows any 
thing of the Marter. 

Diph. Why nor, Sir? 

Lyc, From me ſhe cannot; for I have never as yet 
made any downright Profeſſions. 

Diph. There lies the true Cauſe of her Thoughtful- 
neſs; tis nothing but Anxiety, for fear her Scheme 
ſhou'd not take place ; for, no doubr, her Mother hath 
inſtructed her not to be too forward, to make you more 
fo.—Believe me, Sir, you will have no Difficulties in 
this Aﬀair, but thoſe little ones that every Woman 
knows how to practiſe to quicken a Loycr. Lye. 
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Lyc. Be it as it will, Diphilus, I muſt have her. 

Diph. Had I been acquainted with your Pleaſure 
ſooner, your Majeſty by this time had been tir'd of her. 
—How happy ſhall I make her, if I have the Honour 
of your Majeſty's Commands to hint your Paſſion to 
her 

Lyc. Never did Eyes receive a Paſſion with ſuch 
Coldneſs, ſuch Indifference! 


AIR VIII. Groom's Complaint. 


Whene're my Looks have ſpoke Deſire, 
I fieb'd, I gaz' din vain ; | 

No Glance confeſs'd ber ſecret Fire; 
And Eyes the Heart explain. 


Diph. Though 'tis what ſhe wiſhes, what ſhe longs 
for, what ſhe 2 for, Reſpect and Awe are a Re- 
ſtraint upon her Eyes as well as Tongue. I have often 
told you, Sir, ſhe dares not underſtand you; ſhe dares 
not believe herſelf ſo happy. | 

Lyc. This Ring, Dipbhilus.— I muſt leave the reft 
to your Diſcretion. 

Diph. There may be a manner in giving it her, a lit- 
tle Hint or ſo- but the Preſent will ſpeak for itſelf; tis 
the moſt ſucceſsful Advocate of Love, and never wants 
an Interpreter. 

Lyc. Say every thing for me, Diphilus; for I feel I 
cannot ſpeak for myſelf. 

Diph. Cou'd I be as ſucceſsful in all my other Nego- 
tiations! Vet there may be Difficulties, for, if I mi- 
ſtake nor, the Lady hath ſomething of the Coquette 
about her ; and whar Selt-Denial will not thoſe Crea- 
tures ſuffer to give a Lover Anxicty 


AIR IX Ober Bogie. 


Obſerve the wanton Kitten's Play, 
 Wheneer a Mouſe appears ; 
You there the true Coquette ſurvey 

In all her flirting Airs: 
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Now pawing, 
ow clawing, 
Now in fond Embrace, 
Till *"midſt her Freaks, 
He from her breaks, 
Steals H, and bills the Chaſe. 


T yc. Dear Diphilus, what do you mean? I never ſaw 
a Woman fo little of that Character. 

Diph. Pardon me, Sir; your Situation is ſuch, that 

ou can never fee what Mankind really are. In your 
— every one 1s acting a Part; no one is himſelt, 
and was it not for the Eyes and Tongues of your faith - 
ful Servants, how little wou'd your Subjects be known 
to you! Though ſhe is fo prim and reſerv'd before 
you, ſhe is never at a Loſs for Airs to draw all the 
young flirting Lerds of the Court about her. | 

Lys. Beauty muſt always have its Followers. 

Diph. It I miſtake not, General Ajax too (who is 
ſent to ſolicit your Quota for the Trojan War) hath a- 
nother Solicitation more at heart But ſuppoſe the 
had ten thouſand Lovers; a Woman's prevalent Paſh- 
on is Ambition, which muſt anſwer your Ends —The 
Queen ts coming this way, and her Commands may de- 
tain me.— Igo, Sir, to make Pyrrba the happieſt Crea- 
ture upon Earth. 


SCENE VL 
Luycomedes, Theaſpe. 


Theaſ. I think the Princeſs Caliſta might as well have 
taken her Daughter with her.—That Girl is fo intole- 
rable forward, that I cannot imagine ſuch Converſati- 
on can poſſibly be of any great Advantage to your 
Daughter's Education. 

Lyc. You ſeem of late to have taken an Avertion to 
the Girl. She hath Spirit and Vivacity, but not more 
than is becoming the Sex; and I never ſaw any thing 
in her Behaviour, but what was extremely > 1 

eaſ. 
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Theaſ. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, allow me to believe 
my own Eyes. Her forwardneſs muſt give the Fellows 
ſome Encouragement, or there wou'd not he that into- 
lerable Flutter about her. But perhaps ſhe hath ſome 
Reaſons to be more upon her Guard before you. 

I ye. How can you be fo unreaſonably cenforious ? 

Theaſ. I can ſee her Faults, Sir, I ſee her as a Wo- 
man fees a Woman. The Man, it ſeems, thinks the 
aukward Creature handſome. 


AIR X. Dutch Skipper. Firſt Part. 


Lyc When a Woman's cenſorious, 
And attacks the meritorious ; 
In the Scandal ſbe ſbecus her ocun malicious Thought. 
[f real Guilt ſhe blames, 
Then Pride her Heart inflames ; 
And ſbe fanſies ſbe's better for another's Fault. 
hus ſeeking to diſcloſe 
T he Slips of Friends and Foes, 
By ber Envy (be does berſelf alone expoſe. 


Nay, dear Child, your attacking her in this peeviſh 
way can be nothing but downright Antipathy 

T heaſ. Nay, dear Sir, your defending her in this 
feeling manner, can be nothing but downright Parti- 


ty. 
Lyc. I own my ſelf partial to Diſtreſs, and ſee her in 
that Circumſtance. | 

T heaſ. Bu. there are other Reaſons that may make a 
Man partial. 


AIR XI. Dutch Skipper. Second Part. 


As you, Sir, are my Eiushand, no doubt you're prone 

Toturn each new Face 

To a Wife's Diſerace ; 
And for no other Cauſe but that ſhe's your own ; 

ay, Sir, tis an evident Caſe. | 
"Tis ſtrange that all Husbands fbould prove ſo Bina, 
That a Wife's real Merits they ne'er can ind, 
TR they firike all the reſt of Mankind. 


Lyc. 


1- 


in 


YC. 
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Lyc. How can you be fo ridiculous? By theſe Airs, 


Madam, you would have me believe you are jealous. 
Theaſ. Whence had you this contemptible Opinion of 
me? Jealous! If I was ſo, I have a Spirit above own- 
ing it. I wou'd never heighten your Pleaſure, by let- 
ting you have the Satisfaction of knowing I was uneaſy. 


Lyc. Let me heg you, my Dear, to keep your Tem- 
r. | 
"Y heaſ. Since I have been ſo unguarded as to own it; 


= me leave to tell you, Sir, that was I of a lower 
ank, it wou'd keep you in ſome Awe, becauſe you 
wou'd then know I cou'd rake my Revenge. 

Lyc. Yon forget your Duty, Child. | 
Theaſ. There is a Duty too due from a Husband. 
Lyc. How can you give way to theſe Paſſions ? 

Theaf. — ou give way to yours. 
Tyc. But to be ſo unreaſonably jealous! 
Theaſ. Unreaſonably! Wou'd it were fo! 


AIR XII. Black Joke. 


Lyc. Then muſt I bear eternal Strife, 
Both Night and Day put in mind of a IWife, 
By ber Pouts, Spleen, and paſſionate Airs ! 
Theaſ. Dye think PII bear eternal Slight, 
And not complain when I'm robb'd of my Right? 
Call you this, Sir, but whimſical Fears? 
Lyc. Can nought then ſtill this raging Storm? 
Thea Yes. What you promis'd if you'd perform. 
Lyc. Pr*ythee teaze me no more. 
Thea: I can never give o'er, 
Till I find you as fond and as kind as before. 
Lyc. M ill you ne er at 
A poſſible Tast? 


Wou'd you have me ſo unhoſpitable as to deny her my 
Protection? 
Theaſ. Tis not, Sir,, that I preſume to controul you 
in your Pleaſures.— Vet you 2 metbinks, have 
do 


ſhew'd that Tendernaſs 17 me to have acted with * 


* 


4 
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tle more Reſerve. Women are not ſo blind as Hus- 
bands imagine Were there no other Circumſtances, 


your Ineſs to me, your Indifference.—— How 1 
deſpiſe my ſelf for this Confeſſion — Pardon me, Sir, 
Love made me thus indiſcreet. 


AIR XIII, Ye Shepherds and Nymphs. 
Theaſpe <veeping, | 


O Love, plead my Pardon, nov plead it in vain ; 
"Twas you that was jealous, "twas you was in Pain; 
Yet why ſbould you ſpeak? To what Purpoſe or End? 
I muft be unhappy if Lede can fend. 


Vet was ever a Deſign of this kind ſo manifeſt, ſo bare- 


fac'd ! 
| AIR XIV. The Goddeſſes. 
Theaſpe angry. 


To what a Pitch is Man profuſe, 
Ard all for oftentatious Pride ! 
Ev'n Miſſes are not kept for Uſe, 
8 9X mere Show, and ought beſide. 
or might a Wife ſpeak out, 
SLe cewd prove beyond all doubt, 
Fit!) more than enough he as ſupply d. 


The Princeſs Caliſta hath ſhewn an uncommon Confi- 
dence in your Majeſty. The Woman, no doubt, de- 


pends upon it, that her Daughter's Charms are not t 
be reſiſted. 


Lyc. Nay, dear Child, don't be ſcandalous. 


AIR XV. Foar's Placket 


Reputations hack'd and hew'd, 
Can never be mended again ; 
Yet nothing ſtints the tattling Pruge, 


W ho joys in another's Pain. Thu. 


le- 


bu. 
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Thus ⁊ubile ſbe rend 
Both Foes and Friends, 
By both /[be's torn in twain. 
Reputations hack'd and heuꝰ d, 
Can never be mended again. 


Theaſ. You are in ſo particular a manner oblig'd to 
her, that I am not ſurpriz'd at your taking her Fart. 

Lyc. But, dear Madam, why at preſent is all this vio- 
lent Fluſter? 

Theaf. Ask your own Heart, sk your own Conduct. 
Thoſe can beſt intorm you. I'wou'd have been more 
obliging if Pyrrba and you had kept me out of this im- 
pudent Secret.—Y ou know, Sir, I have Reaſon. 

Lyc. It one Woman's Virtue depended upon ano- 
ther's Suſpicions, where ſhou'd we find a Woman of 
common Modeſty ! Indeed, Child, I think you injare 
her; TI helieve her virtuous. 

T heaſ. When a Man hath ruir'd a Woman, he thinks 
himſelf oblig'd in Honour to ftand up for her Repu- 
tation. 

Lyc. If you will believe only your own unaccounta- 
ble Suſpicions, and are determin'd not to hear Reaſon, 
I muſt leave you to your perverſe Humours.— hat 
wou'd you have me ſay? What wou'd you have me do? 

Thesſ. Shew your Hoſpitality (as you call it) to me, 
and put that Creature out of the Palace. 

Lyc. IT have a greater Regard to yours and my own 
Quiet, than ever to comply with the extravagant Paſ- 
ſions of a jealous Woman. 3 

Theaſ. You have taken then your Reſolutions, I find; 
and I am ſentenc'd to Neglect. Did ever a Woman 
marry but with the Probebiliry of having at leaſt one 
Man in her Power — What a wreiched Wife am I! 

[Neef 

Lyc. Jealouſy from a Wife, even to a Man of Quali- 

„is now look'd upon as Ill-manners, though the At- 
22 be never ſo publick.— But without a Cauſe — 1 beg 
you, Madam, to ſay no more upon this Subject. 

Theaſ. Though you, Sir, may think her fit uy 


' 
1 
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"y for you; methinks the very ſame Reaſons migh 


ell you that ſhe is not ſo very reputable a Companion 
for your Daughters. 


Lyc. Since a paſſionate Woman will only believe 
herſelf, I muſt leave you, Madam, to enjoy your Ob- 


ſtinacy. I know but that way of putting an End to 
the Diſput . 


AIR XVI. We've cheated the Parſon, &:. 


T howugh Woman's glib Tongue, when her Paſſions ave fr d, 
Eternally go, a Man's Ear can be tir d. 
Since Woman will have both her Word and her Way, 


T yield to _— but my Reaſon obey. 
I 


Nothing ſay, 
Since Woman will have both her Nord and her Way. 


SCENE VII. 
Theaſpe. 


Theaſ. Wou'd I had been more upon the Reſerve ! 
But Husbands are horridly provoking ; they know the 


Frailty of the Sex, and never fail ro take the Advan- 


tage of our Paſſions to make us ex our ſelves b 
ä — — , 


SCENE VIII. 


Theaſpe, Artemona. 


Art. Madam. 
Theaf. Is that Creature, that (what do you call her) 


that Princeſs gone ? 


Art. Yes, Madam. 


Theaſ. Why did not ſhe take that awkward Thing, 
her Daughter, with her ? 


Art. The Advantages ſhe might receive in her Edu- 
cation, might be an Inducement to leaye her. 


Theaſ 


— 
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Theaſ. Might that be an Inducement ? 

Art. Beſides, in her preſent Circumſtance, it might 
be inconvenient to take her Daughter with her. 
5. . Can't you find out any other Reaſon for leav- 
ing her? 

Art. Your Courteſy, Madam; your Hoſpitality. 

Theaſ. No other Reaſonya 

Art. No other Reaſon ? 

T heſ. Wou'd I cou'd believe there was no other! 


Art. Tis not for me to pry into your Majeſty's Se- 
crets. 


Theaſ. J hate a Girl that is fo intolerably forward? 

Art I never obſerv'd any thing but thoſe little Li- 
berties that Girls of her Age will take, when they are 
among themſelves Perhaps thoſe ——— Diſtinc- 
tions the Princeſſes ſhew her, may have made her too 
familiar I am not, Madam, an Advocate for her Be- 
haviour. 

Theaſ. A Look ſo very audacious! Now the filthy 
Men, who love every thing that is impudent, call that 
Spirit. But there are, Artemona, ſome cular 
Diftin&ior:s from a certain Perſon, who of late hath 
been very particular to me, that might indeed make her 
too familiar. 

Art. Heaven forbid ! | 

Theaſ. How precarious is the Happineſs of a Wife, 
when it is in the Power of every new Face to deſtroy 
it! Now, dear Artemona, tell me fincerely, don't 

ou, from what you yourſelf have obſerved, think I 
ls Reaſon to be uneaſy ? | 

Art. That I have obſery'd! 

Theaſ. Dear Artemona, don't frighten thyſelf 
I am not accuſing you, but talking to you as a Friend. 


AIR XVII. Fairy Elves. 


O d your Hours Care 
Of Fea beware oo : 
or ſbe with fancy d Sprites, 

Herſelf torments and frights. 


Art. 


Thus 
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T tus ſbe frets, and pines, and prieves 
Raiſing 9 that be believes. ; 


Theaf. I hate myſelf too for having ſo much Conde- 
ſcenſion and Humility as to be jealous, Tis flattering. 
the Man that uſes one ill; and 'tis wanting the DR 
Pride that belongs to the Sex. What a wretched, 
mean, contemptible Figure is a jealous Woman! How 
have I expos'd myſelf! | 
Art. Your Majeſty is ſafe in the Confidence repos'd 
in me. 

Teaſ. That is not the Caſe, Artemona. Lycomedes 
knows I am unhappy. I nave own'd it, and was fo un- 
guarded as to accuſe him. 

Art. Upon mere Suſpicion only? | 

Theaſ. Beyond Diſpute he loves her, I know it, Arte- 
mena; and can one imagine that Girl hath Virtue 
enough to withſtand ſuch a Propoſal ? 


AIR XVIII. Aal Peatly. 


All Hearts are a little frail 
hen Temptation is rightly apply d. 
W hat can Same or Fear avail 
W ben cue fvoth both Ambition and Pride 
All Women have Power in view; 
Then there's Pleaſure to tempt hey too. 
Such a ſure Attack there's no defying, 
No denying , 
Since complying 
Gives her another's Due. 


Il can't indeed (it you mean that) poſitively affirm 
that he hath yer had her. 

Art. Then it may be ſtill only Suſpicion. 

Theaſ. J have truſted too my Daughter Deidamia 


with my Weakneſs; that ſhe, by her Intimacies and 


Friendſhip with Pyrrba, may get into her Secrets, In 
ſhort, I have plac'd her as my Spy about her 
That Girl (out of Good - nature, and to prevent Fami- 


ly- 


os 
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ly-diſputes) may deceive me. She inſiſts upon it thar 

have nothing to fear from Pyrrba; and is fo poſitive in 

8 — that ſhe offers ro be anſwerable for her 
nduct. 


Art. Why then, Madam, will you ſtill believe your 
own Jealouſies? | 

Theaſ. All I ſay is, that Deidamia may deceive me; 
for whatever is in the Affair, tis impoſſible but ſhe 
muſt know it; I have order'd it fo that ſhe is ſcarce 
ever from her; they have one and the ſame Bed- 
Chamber; yet ſuch is my Diſtemper, that I ſuſpect 
every Body, and can only believe my own Imaginati- 
ons. There muſt be ſome Reaton that Deidamia 


hath not been with me this Morning. I am impatient 
to ſee her. 


AIR XIX. John Anderſon, my Fo. 


Art. Let Fealouſy no longer 
fruitleſs Search purſue ; 
You make his Flame the Stronger, 
And wake Reſentment too. 
This ſelf-tormenting Care give oer, 
For all you can obtain 
Is, what was only Doubt before, 
4 To change far real Pain. 


The End of the Fir ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE Il. 


Diphilus, Achiles. 


Ach. J Am very ſenſible, my Lord, of the particular 


Honours that are ſhewn me. 


Diph. Honours, Madam! Lycomedes is ſtill more 
ticular, How happy muſt that Woman be whom he re- 


ſpects! 


Ach. What do you mean, my Lord ? | 

Diph. Let this ſpeak both for him and me : The pre- 
ſent is worthy him to give, and you to receive. 

Ach, I have too many Obligations already. 


Diph. Tis in your Power, 


dam, to return 'em all. 


A:b. Thus I return 'em. And, if you dare be honeſt, 
tell him this Ring had been a more henourable Preſent to 
Theaſpe. 


Diph. Sxzch Homage to her 


AIR XX. AbroadasI was walking, 
[Offering the Ring a ſecond time.] 


3 
What Coyne ſi can reject? 
Accept, as tis your Duty, 
The Tribute with Reſpect᷑. 
What mere can Beauty gain thee ? 
With Love I offer Poxyer. 


What Shame can ever ftain thee, 


Reſtrain thee, 
Or pain thee, 
When bleft with ſuch a Dower ? 
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Diph. Tis but an Earneſt, Madam, of future Favours. 
— When Lycomedes his Power is yours, I intreat your 
Highneſs not to forget your Servant. 

Ach. I ſhall remember thee with Conte mpt and Ab- 
horrence 

Dipb. I beg you, Madam, to conſider your preſent 
Situation.— This uncommon Diſtinction requires a ſofter 
Anſwer. 

Ach. I ſhall give no other, my Lord — I dare, ſay 
Diphilus, you think yourſelf highly honour'd by your 
preſent Negotiarion.— Is there no Office too mean for 
Ambition ?— Was you not a Man of Quality, was you 
not a Favourite, the World, my Lord, wou'd call you 
a Pimp, a Pander, a Bawd, for this very honourable 
| Propetel of yours. 

Diph. What an unmerciful Weapon is a Woman's 
Tongue !— I beg your Highneſs to contine you yourſelf 
within the of common Civility, ad to conſider 
who I am. 

Ach. I do conſider it, Diphilus, and that makes thee a 
thouſand times the more contemprible. 


AIR XXI. Butter'd Peaſe. 


Shou d the Reaft of the noble Race 

AE the Brute of the loweſt Claſs ; 
Tell me, which do you think more baſe, 

Or the Lion or the Aſs? | 
Boaſt not then of thy Rank or State, 

t but ſhes thee the meaner Slave. 

Take thy due then of Scorn and Hate, 

As thou'rt but the greater Knave. 

Dipb. Though the Sex have the Privilege of unlimited 
Expreſſion, and that a Woman's Words are not to be 
reſented ; yet a Lady, Madam, may be ill-bred. La- 
dies too are generally paſſionate enough without a Provo- 
cation, ſo that a Reply at preſent would be unneceſſary. 

Ach. Are ſuch the Friends of Power? — How unhap- 
py are Princes to have their Paſhons ſo very readily put 
in Execution, that they ſeldom kuow the ** 2 Re- 

ection ! 


2 — 
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flection! Go, and for once make your Report faithfully 


and without Flattery. 


SCENE II 
Diphilus. 


Diph. This Girl is fo exceſſively il|-bred, and ſuch an 
arrant Termagant, that I cou'd as ſoon fall in love with 
a Tigreſs. She hath a handſome Face, tis true, but in 
her Lemper ſhe is a very Fury.— But Lycomedes likes 


her; and 'tis not for me to diſpute either his Taſte or 


Pleaſure.— Notwithſtanding ſhe is ſuch a Spit- fire, tis 
my Opinion the thing may ftill do: Things of this 
Nature ſhou'd be always tranſacted in Perſon, for there 
are Women fo ridiculouſly half-modeſt, that they are 
aſham'd in Words to conſent to what (when a Man comes 


2 Point) they will make no Difficulties to comply 
with. 


SCENE III. 
Lycomedes, Diphilus. 


Lycom. Well, Diphilus, in what manner did ſhe re- 
ceive my Preſent ? 

Diph. "Tis my Oprion, Sir, that ſhe will accept it on- 
ly trom your Hands, From me ſhe abſolutely refuſes ir. 


AIR XXII. Come open the Door ſweet Betty. 


Lycom. What, muſt I remain in Anguiſh? 
And did not her Eyes conſent ? 
No Sizh, not a Bluſh, nor Lanauiſh 
That premis'd a kind Event! 
It muſt be all Affectation, 
The Tongue hath her Heart bely d; 
That eft hath withftood Temptation, 
ben ery thing elſe compiy d. 


Lycons 


In- 
$ IT, 


com. 
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Lycom. How did ſhe receive you ? Did you watch her 
Eyes ? What was her Behaviour when you firſt told her 
1 lord her? 

Diph. She ſeem'd to be deſperately diſappointed that 
you had not told her fo your ſelf. 

Lycom. But when * preſo'd it to her 

Diph. She had all the Reſentment and Fury of the 
moſt e N Prude. 

Lycom. But did not ſhe ſoften upon Conſideration? 
Diph. She ſeem'd to take it morta. ly ill of me, that m 
meddling in the Affair had delay d your Majeſty's Ap- 

plication. | 

Lycom. What no favourable Circumſtance | 

Diph. Nay, I was not in the leaft ſurpris'd at her Be- 
haviour. Love at ſecond-hand to a Lady of her u arm 
Conſtitution! It was a Diſappointment, Sir; and ſhe 
cou'd not but treat it accordingly.— Whatever was m 
„ twas my Duty, Sir, to obey you, bur I found 
juſt the Reception I expected Apply to her your ſelf, 
Sir; anſwer her wiſhes, and (if 1 know ny thing of 


Woman) ſhe will then anſwer yours, and behave her- 
| ſelf as ſhe oughr. 


Lycom. But, dear Diphilus, I grow more and more 
Impatient. | 
Diph. That too by this time is her Caſe— To ſave the 


Appearances o Vir: ue, the moſt eaſy Mi man expects a 


little gentle Compulſion, and to be allow'd the Decency 
of a little feeble Reſiſtance. For the quiet of her own 
Conſcience.a Woman may inſiſt upon acting the Part of 
Modeſty, and you muſt comply with her Scruples — You 
will have no more trouble but what will heighten the 
Pleaſure. 

Lycom. Pyrrba'— This is beyond my Hopes.— Diphi- 
lus, lay your Hand upon my Breaſt. Feel how my 
Heart flutters. | 

Diph. Did Pyrrha feel theſe Aſſurances of Love ſhe 
wou'd not appear ſo thoughtful. ____ | 

Lvcom. Deidamia too not with her ! 

Diph. She is with the Queen, Sir. 

Lycom. My other Daughters, who ſcem leſs od of 

er 
bl 
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her, are in the Garden; fo all's ſafe.— Leave me, Di. 


philus, and let none, upon Pain of my Diſpleaſure, 
preſume to intrude. | 


SCENE IV. 
Lycomedes, Achilles, 


Lycem. Lady Pyrrha, my dear Child, why (a 
thoughttul ? - 

Ach. Thoughts may not be fo reſpectful; they may 
be too familiar, too friendly, too true: And who 
about you preſumes to communicate em? Words and 
Forms only are for your Ear, Sir. | 

Lycom. You know, Pyrrha, you was never receiv'd 
upon the foot of Ceremony, but Friendſhip ; ſo that 
it would be more reſpectful if you was leis ſhy and 
lefs reſerv'd. — 'Tis your Behaviour, Pyrrha, that 
keeps me at a Diſtance. 

Ach, If I was wanting, Sir, either in Duty to you 
or my ſelf, my own Heart would be the firſt to re- 
proach me. — Your Majeſty's Generofity is too ſolli- 
citous upon my Acconnt ; and your Courteſy and 
Afﬀability may even now detain you from Affairs of 
Importance. — If you have no Commands, Sir, the 
Princeſſes expect me in the Garden. 

Ly cons. Nay, poſitively, my dear Pyrrha, you ſhall 


not go. 


Ach. But why, Sir? For Heaven's Sake, what 
hath ſet you a trembling — | fear, Su, you are out of 
Order — Who waits there? 

Lycem. | did not call, 2 yrrha. 

Ach. Let me, then, Sir, know your Commands. 


AIR XXII. Altro Giorno in compagnia. 


Lycom. V my Paſſion want explaining, 
This way turn and read my Eyes; - 
Thefe will tel! thee, without feigning, 
Nat in Woras 1 muf* diſguiſe, 
Ach. 


1 - 


Ach. 
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Ach. Why do you fix your Eyes ſo intenſely upon 


me? — Speak your Pleaſure, ſpeak to me, then. 
Why am | ſeiz'd ? 
a Temper that can't bear Provocation. 


Spare me, Sir, for | have 

Lycom. I know there are a thouſand neceſſary Af- 
fectations of Modeſty, which Women, in Decency 
to themſelves, practiſe with common Lovers before 
Compliance. But my Paſſion, Pyrrha, deſerves 
ſome Diſtinction. 

Ach. | beg you then, Sir, don't lay violent Hands 
upon me. 

Cycom. The Preſent you refus'd from Diphilus ac- 
cept from me. y 

Ach. Why will you perſiſt? — Nay, dear Sir, I 
can't anſwer for my Paſhons. 

Lycom. 'Tis not Diphilus, but I give it you. 

Ach. That Diphilus, Sir, is your Enemy. 

Lycom. Tis | that offer it. | 

Ach. Your very worſt Enemy, your Flatterer; 

Lycom. You ſhou'd ſtrive, Child, to conquer theſe 
extravagant Paſſions. : 

Ach. How | deſpiſe that Fellow! that Pimp, that 
Pandar ! | 


AIR XXIV. Trip to the Landry. 


How unhappy are the Great, 
Thus begirt with ſervile Slaves ! 
Such with Praiſe your Reaſon cheat. 
Flatt'rers are the meaneſt Xnaves, 
They, in Friendſhip's Guiſe accoſt you; 
Falſe in all they ſay or do. 
When theſe Wretches have engreſi d you, 
Who's the Slave, Sir, they or you. 


Lycom. Is this reproachful Language, Pyrrha, be- 

itting my Preſence? 
Ach. Nay, dear Sir, don't worty me, By Fove, 
You'll provoke me. ; | 
| Lvecorn, 
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Lycom. Your Affectation, Pyrrha, is intollerable. 
There's enoguh of it ——— Thoſe Looks of Averfion 
are inſupportable. — Iwill have no ſtruggling. 

Ach. Then, vir, I mult have no Violence. 


AIR XXV. As I walk'd along Fleetſtreet. 


Lycom. Ihe the Fort on no Condition 
Wilt admit the gen tout Foe, 
Parley but delays Submiſfon; 
Ive by Storm ſhould lay it low. 


Lycom. | am in earneſt, Lady. —— | will have no 
triſliag, no coquetting; you may ſpare thoſe litt'e 
Arts of Women, for my Paffion is warm and vene- 
ment enoug without 'em — Do you know, Pyrrha, 
that Obedience 15 your Duty. 

Ach. i know my Duty, Sir; and had it not been 
for that Sycophant Pzphilus, perhaps you had known 
yours. 

Lycom. I am not, Lady, co he aw'd and frighten'd 
by ſtern Looks and Frowns: Since your obfti- 
nate Behaviour then makes Violence neceſſary = 

Ach. You make Self. preſeryation, Sir, as neceſſary. 

Lycom. | won't be refus'd. 


AIR XXVI. The Lady's New years Gift. 


Lycom. Why ſuch ajfectation ? 


Ach. Ny thy this Provocation? 
Lycom. Muſt I bear Ra ſiſtance fill! 
Ach. Checi your luclination. 
Lycom. Dare yon then dey me? 
Ach. Yen too fir may try me 
Lycom. Mut 1 then acainfe your Mili! 
Ach. Force ſhall ne ver ij me. 


Lycom. Never was ſuch a Termagant! 
Aich. By Jove, never was ſuch an Inſult ! 
Tycein. 
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| 5 
e. Lycom. Will you? Dare vou? Ne- 
on ver was ſuch Strength! 
[ Achilles puſhes him from him with grea: Vio- 


lence, and throws him down. 


Ach. Deſiſt then 


L.ycom. Audacious Fury, know you what you have 
done ? | 


AIR XXVII. Puppet ſhow Trumpet Tune. 


[Achilles holding Lycomedes down.] 


0 Ach. What Heart hath not Courage, by Force aſſail d, 
te To brave the moſt deſperate F.ght ? 

ne⸗ 6 Ii, Juſtice and Virtue that hath prevail d; 

ha, Power muſt yield 10 Right. 

den Lycom. Am ! ſo ignominouſly to be got the better 
wn Of? 

7 Ach. You are, 

2 Lycom. By a Woman 

ti Ach. You now, Sir, find you had acted a greater 
— Part, if (in ſpite of your Flatterets) you had got the 


ary. beiter of your own Paſſions. 
SCENE. V. 
Lycomedes, Achilles, Diphilus, Courtiers, 


I Court. An Attempt upon the King's Life 
The Guards! where are the Guards ? 


2 Court. Such an open bare-tac'd Afſiſlination ! 
[They ſeize Achilles, and raiſe Lycomedes. 
3 Court. And by a Woman too! 
1 Court. Where are your Wounds, Sir? | 
2 Court. Take the Dagger from her, that ſhe do no 
farther Miſchief, 
' Court. The Dagger! Where? What Dagger? 
I Court. You will find it ſome where or other con- 
cen. ad, examine her, ſcarch her. | 
Arn 
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Ach. Save your Zeal, Sirs, for times of real Dan- 
ger. Let Lycomedes accuſe me. — He knows my 
Offence. 

Lycom How have I expos'd my ſelf! — Diphilus, 
bid theſe over-officious Friends leave me, and, as they 
value my Favour, that they ſay nothing of what rhey 
have ſcend. —— | Diphilus ralks apart with the Cour- 
tiers. who go ont. Tho the Imult from any other 
Fericn had been unpardonable ; there are Ways that 
Madam, might ſtill take to reconcile me. 

Ach. Self-defence, Sir, is the Privilege of Mankind. 
I know your Power, but as | have offended no Law 
I rely upon your Juſtice. 

Lycom. l wou'd be ſafer, Madam, to rely on your 
own future Behaviour. 

Ach. Who was the Aggreſſor, Sir? 

Lycom. Beauty, Inclination, Love. If you will 
merit Favour, you know the Conditions. 


AIR XXVIII. Old King Cole, 


No more be coy, 
Give 4 Looſe to Joy, 
And let Love for thy Pardon ſue. 
A Glance cou'd all my Rage deſtroy, 
And light up my Flame anew. 
For though a Man can ſtand at Bay, 
Againſt a Woman's Will; 
And keep, amid the loudeſt Fray, 
His Reſolution ſtiil: 
Yes when conſenting Smiles accoſt, 
The Man in her Arms is loſt. 


SCENSE VI. 
Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Deidamia. 


Theaſ. 1 thought I had heard Pyrrha's Voice. 

Zycom. A jealous Woman's Thoughts are her own 
and her Husband's erernal Plague ; ſo I beg you, my 
Dear, ſay no mers of her. Thea. 


WB 
my 
hea]. 
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Theaſ. And have Ino Reaſon but my own Thoughts, 


my Liege ? 
AIR XXIX. Dicky's Walk in Dr. Fauſtss. 
Theaſ. What give o'er / 
I muſt and will complain. 


Lycom. You plague us both in vain. 
Theaſ. Tow won't then hear a Wife! 
Lycom. 1 muſt it ſeems for Life, 
Teaze no more. 
Theal. Nay, Sir, you know tis true, 
That tit to her I owe my Due, 
No Thanks to you | 


It behoves Kings, Sir, to have the ſevereſt Guard 
upon their Actions; for as their great ones are trum- 
peted by Fame, their little ones are as certainly and 
as widely conveyed from Ear to Ear by a Whiſ- 
per. 

Lycom. Theſe chimerical Jealouſies, Madam, may 
provoke my Patience. 

Theaſ. Chimerical Jealoufies / —— And do you 
really, Sir, think your ignominious Affair is ſtill a 
Secret? Am I to be ignorant of a Thing that 
is already whiſper'd every wheie ? 


AIR XXX. Puddings and Pyes. 


Lycom. The Slips of a Husband you Wives 
Will never forget : 
Your Tongue for the Courſe of our Live: 

| 1s never in debt. 
"Tis now funning, 
And then duaning ; 

Intent on our Follies alone, 

Ti: ſo fully employ'd that you never can think of your oun. 


Theaſ. My Suſpicions have, indeed, wrong'd Pyr- 
ha. How F reſpeR and honour that Girl. 
| | C Deida mia. 
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Deidamia, that honourable, that virtuous Creature, 
Þyrrha , well deſerves both your Friendſhip and 
mine.As ſoon as you have found her bring her 


to me, that I may acknowledge the Merits ſhe hath 
to me. 


SCENE VIII. 


Lycomedes, Theaſpe. 


Thea/. After the Repulſe and Diſgrace you have 
very juſtly met with, you might with Reaſon cen- 
ſure me for want of Duty and Reſpe& ſhould I 
upbraid you Tis paſt ; and if you will never 
again put me in mind, I chooſe to forget 1. 
Yet, wou'd you reward Virtue, and had you any 
Regard for my Quiet. 


AIR XXXI. My Dilding, my Dalding. 


Ah ! fhould you ever find her 
Complying and kinder ; 

Though now you have reſugn'd her; 
What then muſt enſue | 

Your Flame, though now tis over, 
Again will recover ; 

You'll prove as fond a Lover, 
As I am now of you. 


Lycom. What wou'd you have medo ? 

Theaſ. | wou'd have you diſtruſt your ſelf and 
remove the Temptation — have long had it at 
heart to find a Match for my Nephew Periphas, and 
1 ically think we can never meet with a more 
deſerving Woman. 

Lycom. Whatever Scheme you have for her, I ſhall 
not interfere with you. I have had enough of 
her termagant Humours ; ſhe hath not the common 
Softneſs of the Sex. — Tis my Opinion, that Periphas 
will not find himſelf much oblig'd to you ; for As 
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Man that marries her muſt either conquer his own 
Paſſions, or hers, and one of em (according to my 
Obſervation) is not to be conquer'd. 

Theaſ. Marriage, Sir, hath broke many 2a Woman's 
Spirit ; and that will be only his Affair. When 
he takes her with him, your own Family at leaſt will 
be caly. 

Lycom. Her Preſence juſt now won'd be ſhocking. 
— | Cou'd not ſtand the Shame and Confuſion 
I ſee her, and Deidemia with her. — Do with her 
as you pleaſe; you have my Confent. 


SCENE IX. 
Theaſpe, Deidamia, Achilles, 


Theaſ. The Character Deidamia hath given of you, 
and your own Behaviour, Child, have ſo charm'd 
me, that I think I never can ſufficiently reward your 
Merits. | 

Ach. Deidamia's Friendſhip may make her partial. 
My only Merit, Madam, is Gratitude. 8 

Theaſ. To convince you of the Opinion I have 
of you —ut J muſt firſt ask yon a Queſtion. —— 
Don't you think, Lady Pyrrha, that my Nephew Pe- 
riphas is very agreeable ? 

Ach. That Impatience of his to ſerve as a Vo- 
luntier with the Troops of Lycomedes at the Siege of 
Troy, is becoming his Birth. ——So much Fire and 
{o much Spirit !—>—l don't wonder your Majeſty is 
tond of him. 

Theaſ. But J am ſure, Pyrrha, you muſt think his 
Perſon agreeable. | 

Ach. No Woman alive can diſpute it. 

Theafſ. l don't know, every way, fo deferving a 
young Man; and I have that Influence upon him, 
and at the ſame time that Regard for him, that [I 
wou'd have him happy. Don'tthink, Child, that 
I wou'd make him happy at your Expence ; for, 
knowing him, I know you will be ſo. Was the 

5 Princels 
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Princeſs Caliſta here, tis a Match ſhe could not diſap- 
prove of ; therefore let that be no Obftacle, for e- 
very thing, in regard to her, | take upon my ſelf. 

Ach. Wou'd you make me the Obſtacle to his 
Glory ? Pardon me, Madam, I know my ſelf un- 
deſerving. 


AIR XXXII. How happy are you and I. 


Firſt let him for Honour roam, 
And martial Fame obtain: 

Then (if he ſhould come Home) 
Perhaps 1 may explain. 

Since then alone the Hero's Deeds 
Can make my Heart give way ; 
Till Illion falls and Hector bleeds, 

1 muſt my Choice delay. 


Theaſ. Nay, Pyrrha, | won't take theſe romantick 
Notions of yours for an Anſwer - Deidama is fo 
much your Friend, that, I am ſure, ſhe muſt be hap- 
py with this Alliance; ſo, while I make the Propo- 
ſal to my Nephew, | leave you two to talk over 
the Affair together. 


SCEME 1 
Deidamia, Achilles. 


Ach. Was there ever a Man in ſo whimſical a Cir- 
cumſtance 

Deid. Was there ever a Woman in ſo happy and 
ſo unhappy a one as mine. : 

Ach. Why did | ſubmit 2 why did I plight my 
Faith thus infamouſly to conceal my ſelf !'>— What 
is become of my Honour? 

Deid. Ah Pyrrha, Pyrrha. what is become of mine! 

Ach. When ſhall 1 behave my ſelf as a Man ! 

De:id, Wou'd you had neyer behav'd your felt as 


ne! 
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AIR XXXIII. Fy gar rub her o'er with Straw. 


Deid. Think what Anguiſh tears my Quiet, 
Since 1 ſuffer d Shame for thee : 
Man at large may rove and riot, 
We are bound, but you are free. 
Are thy Vows and Oaths miſtaken ? 
See the Birds that wing the Sky ; 
Theſe their Mates have ne er forſaken, 
'Till their Young at leaſt can fly. 


Ach. Peſter'd and worried thus from every Quar- 
ter, 'tis impoſſible much longer to prevent Diſco- 
very! | 

Deid. Dear, dear Pyrrha, confide in me. Any o- 
ther Diſcovery but to me only wou'd be inevitable 
Perdition to us both — Am l treated like a com- 
mon Proftitute 2 Can your Gratitude (wou'd I might 
ſay Le vs /) refuſe to let me know the Man to whom 
I owe my Ruin ? 

Ach. You muſt rely, my dear Princeſs, upon m 
Honour ; for | am not like a fond weak Husband, 


to be teaz d into the breaking my Reſolution, 


AIR XXXIV. Beggar's Opera. Hornpipe. 


Ach. Know that Importunity's in vain. 
Deid. Can then nothing move thee ? 
Ach. Ak not ſince Denial gives me Pain. 
Deid. Think how much I love thee. 
Ach. What's a Secret in a Woman's Breaff ? 
Deid. Canſt thou thus upbraid me! 
Ach. Let me leave thy Heart and Tongue at reſt. 
Deid. Love then hath betray d me. 


— 


Ach. For Heaven's Sake, Deidamia, if you regard 
Love, give me Quiet. [ntreaties, Fondneſs, 
Tears, Rage, and the whole matrimonial Rhetorick 
of Woman to gain her Ends, are all thrown away 

C 3 upon 
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upon me; for, by the Gods, my dear Deidamia, I 
am inexorable. 

Deid. But my dear Pyrrha, (tor you oblige me 
ſtill to call you by that Name) only imagine what 
muſt be the Conſequence of a Month or two, 
Think of my unhappy Condition. To fave 
my Shame (if you are a Man of Honour) you mult 
then come to ſome Reſolution. | 

Ach. Till I deferve theſe Suſpicions, Deidamia, 
methinks it would be more becoming your Profeſ- 
ſions of Love to ſpare 'ein. — | have taken my 
Reſolutions; and when the Time comes, you hail 
know em: ti!! then be ealy, and preſs me no 
farther. 


AIR XXXV. My time, O ye Muſes. 


Deid. How happy my Days and how ſweet was my Reft, 
E'er Love with his Paſſions my Boſom diſtreſs ! 
Now 1 languiſh with Sorrow, I doubt and I fear : 
But Love hath me all when my Pytrha is near. 
Yet why have | griev'd ?—Ye van Paſſeons adies ! 
1know my own Heart, and Il! think thee as true ; 
And as you know my Heart, twould be Folly 10 
range ; 


For who won d be inconſtant to loſe by the Change? 


Deid. My Life, my Honour, then I implicitly intruſt 
with you. | 

Ach, Who would have the Trouble of putting on 
a Character that does not naturally belong to him 
The Lite of a Hycacrite mult be one continual 
Scene of Anxiety, When (hall I appear as I am, 
and extricate my ſelf out of this Chain of Perplexi- 
ties! —— | have no ſooner eſcap'd being raviſh'd 
but I am immediately to be made a Wife. 

Deid. But dear Pyrrba, for my Sake, for your 
own, have a particular Regard ro your Behaviour till 
your Reſolw'ion is ripe for Execution. — You _ 

| an 
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39 
and thenmake ſuch intolerable Strides, that I vow you 
have ſet me bluſhing. | 


Ach. Confidering my continual Reftraint, and how 
much the part I a& differs from my Inclinations, I 
am ſurpriz d at my own Behaviour. 


AIR XXXVIE I am come to your Houſe. 


Ach. Tour Dreſs, your Converſations, 

Your Ars of Joy and Pain, 

All theſe are Aﬀectations 
We never can attain. 

The Sex fo often varies, 

Ii, Nature more than Art: 

To play their whole Vagaries 
We muſt have Woman's Heart. 


Deid. Your Swearing too, upon certain Occafions, 
ſounds ſo very maſculine — an Oath ftartles me. 


Wou'd I cou'd cure myſelf of theſe violent Appte- 
henſions. 


Ach. As for that Matter, there are Ladies, who 
in their Paſhons, can take all the Liberties of Speech. 

Deid. Then too, you very often look ſo agreea- 
bly impudent upon me, that, let me die, if I have 
not been mortally afraid my Sifters would find you 
out. 

Ach. Impudent! are Women ſo cenſorious that 
Looks cannot efcape them? — May not one Wo- 
man look kindly upon another without Scandal? 

Deid. But ſuch Looks --- Nay, perhaps I may be 
particular, and it may be only my own Fears; tor, 
:notwithfſtanding your Dreſs) whenever I look upon 
you, I have always the Image of a Man before my 
eyes. 

3 Do what we will, love at fome Moments 
will be unguarded. But what ſhall I do about 
this Periphas ? 5 

Derd. His Heart is ſo ſet upon the Siege, that I know 
you Can have but very Perſecution upon his — 

C . 
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Ach. Wou'd I cou'd go with him 

Deid. And cou'd you leave me thus ? 

Ach. Have you only a womaniſh Fondneſs? I 
thought, Deidamia, you lovd me. And you cannot 


truly love and eſteem, if in every Circumſtance of 


Life you have not a juſt Regard for my Honour. 

Deid. Dear Pyrrha, don't mention it; the very 
Thought of it kills me. You have ſet my Heart in a 
moſt violent Palpitaton. Let us talk no more upon 
this diſagreeable Subject. _— My Siſters will grow 
very impatient. — Shou'd we ſtay longer together 1 
might again be importunate and ask to know you, 
and 1 had rather bear the eternal Plague of unſatisfied 
Curioſity, than give you a Moment's Diſquiet. =—— 
They are now expecting us in the Garden, and, con- 
ſidering my preſent Circumſtances, I wou'd not give 
'em occaſion to be impertinent, for of late they have 
been horridly prying and inquifitive. — Let us go 
to 'em. 

Ach. I envy that Periphas. His Honour, his Fame, 
his Glory is not ſhackled by a Woman. 


AIR XXXVII. The Clarinette. 
Ach. Ah, why is my Heart ſo tender ! 


My Honour incites me to Arms: 

To Love ſhall I Fame ſurrender ? 
| By Laurels J merit thy Charns 
Deid. How can I bear the Reflection 
Ach. 7Tbalance; and Honour gives way. 
Deid. Reward my Love by Affection; 

Ia thee no more than I pay. 


Ne End of the Second AG. 
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ACT H. SCENTS I. 
Theaſpe, Periphas, Artemona. 


Thea ſp. Day: | have a Favour to ask of you, 

and poſituvely I will not be refus'd. - 

Per. Your Majefty may command. 

Theaſ. Nay, Nephew, tis tor your own good. 
Per. To obey your Commands, Madam mult be ſo. 
Theaſ. I am not, Periphas, talking to you as a Queen, 
but as a Relation, a Friend. _ 1 muſt have no Dif. 
ficulties ; therefore I inſiſt upon your abſolute Promiſe, 
Per. I am not in my own Power, Madam. — Ly- 
comedes, you know hath acceded to the Treaty of 
Alliance; that to furniſh his Quota, his Troops are 
already embark'd, and that I have engag'd my ſelf in 

his Service. 


Theaſ. Why will you raiſe Obſtacles before you 
know the Conditions? *Tis a thing I hue ſet my 
heart upon, and I tell you 'tis what in Honour you 
can comply with. | 

Per. My Duty, my Obligations put me entirely in 
your Diſpoſal. 

Theaſ. You promiſe then ſolemnly, faithfully =—— 
Per. I do. | 

Theaſ. | have remark'd, Periphas, that you are pro- 
digiouſly fond of the Princeſs Caliſta s Daughter. 

Per. | fond of her, Madam! 


Theaſ. Nay, Periphas, are not you eternally at her 
Ear? | 

Art. How I have ſeen that formidable Hero Gene- 
ral Ajax ſuffer upon your Account Of all >:; 
Rivals you are his erernal Torment. — He redd , 
fighs, and (as much as is conſiſtent with uch a b He 
Soldier's Valour) languiſhes whenever you are new oy 
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T-eaſ. You may ſaf y own your Paſſion, Periphas, 
for I know you think her agreeable. 

Art. Beſides her being the faſhionable Beauty of 
the Court (which is ſafficient Vanny to make all the 
young Fellows follow her\ you, of all Mankind, in 
Gratitude ought to like her. — | know all of em 
envy the particular Diltinctions ſhe ſhews you. 

Theaſ. | am convinc'd of her Merits; and your 
m2rrying her | know wou'd make you both happy. 

2 Let me perith, Madam, if I ever once thought 
Of it! 

Theaſ. Your Happineſs you ſee hath been in my 
Thougnts l take the ſettling tnis Affair upon my leif, - 

Per. How cou'd you, Madam, imagine 1 had any 
Views of this kiad ' What, be a Woman's Fol- 
lower with Intention to marry her! Why, the very 
Women themſeives wou'd laugh at a Man who had ſo 
vulgar a Notion of Gallantry, and knew ſo little of 
their Inclinations. The Man never means it, and 
the Woman never expects it; and tor the mod! part 
they have every other View but Marriage. 


Theaſ, But J am ſerious now, and inſiſt upon your 
Promue. | 


| (the Boar. 
\ I R XXXVIII. No ſooner had Jonathan leap'd from 


Nhat are the Jeſis that on Marriage you quote? 
All ignorant Batchelors cenſure by Rote; 

TL ike Crizicks qcu view it with Envy or Spleen. 
Tou pry out its Faulis, but the Good is v'erfeen. 


Per. Tis not in my Power, Madam; tis not in 
my Inclinaticns. — A Soldier can have but one H 
ducement to marry, (and the Woman may have the 
fare Reaſon too) which is the Opportunities or Ab- 
(ence, : 

Theaſ. You know, Nephew, you have promis'c. 

Per. But ſuppoſe I am already engag'd. 

1heaſ. That will be another Merit to her, 


Per 


er 
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Per. "Tis impoſſible, Madam.—In a Day or two you 


know I am to ſet out for the Campaign 


Theaſ. A ** of her romantic Spirit can have nc 
owing the Camp. 


AIR XXXIX. Love's a Dream of mighty Pleaſure. 


Soldier, think before you marry ; 
If your Wife the Camp attends, 
You but a Convenience carry, 
For (perhaps) a hundred Friends. 
If at home ſbe's left in Sorrows, 
= Abſence is convenient too: 
Neighbours now and then may borrow 
bat is of no Uſe to you. 


Theaſ. I indeed fear Pyrrba might have ſtarted ſome 


Difficulties, but it you rightly conſider the Propoſal 
you Can have none: 


Per. What is the Cauſe of the War we are now en- 
gag'd in? Does not the Fate of Menelaus ſtare me in 
the Face ? 

Theaſ. I will have no more of your trifling Objecti- 
ons, Periphas ; and as to your Part, from this time Iwill 
look upon the Affair as happily concluded —All that 
naw remains to be done is with Pyrrba. I have lett her 
to Deidamia's Management ; and wichout doubt her 

ood Offices mult prevail, for you can never have a 
tter Advocate. But ſhou'd the Girl be perverſe and 
obſtinate !—*Tis impoſſible For however her Heart 
is already engag'd, no Woman alive can reſiſt the Am- 
bition of ſuch an Alliance. 


SCENE II. 
Periphas. | 
Had I ſo little Taſte of Liberty as to be inclin'd to 


marry ; that Girl is of fo termagant a Spirit — FIY 
ra- 
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braveſt Man muſt have the Dread of an eternal Dome- 
ſic War —In a Tongue combat Woman is invincible, 
and the Husband muſt come off with Shame and Infa- 
my; for though he lives in perpetual Noiſe and Tu- 
mult, the r Man is only ridiculous to his Neigh- 
bours ——How can we ever get rid of her? Hercules 
conquer'd the ſeven headed Hydra, but his Wife was 
a venom'd Shirt that tuck to him to the laſt. 


SCENE III. 


Periphas, Ajax: 


Ajax. This Rencounter, Periphas, is as I wiſh'd.— 

The Liberties you have taken you know what I mean 

Hu hen my Honour is concern'd—an Indignity and all 

thar '——Tis not to be put up; and I muſt inſiſt upon 

* 1 There is a particular Affair, my 
rd.— 

Per. Your accoſting me in this particular Manner, 
Lord Ajax, requires Keplanation,” F or let me die, if 
I comprehend you ! 

Ajax. Death, my Lord, I explain! I am not come 
here to be ask'd Queſtions —"Tis ſufficient that I know 
the Affront, and that you know I will have Satisfaction. 
o, now you are anſwer'd.— 

Per. I can't fay much to my Satisfaction, my Lord; 
for I can't ſo much as gueſs ar your Meaning. 

Hjax. A Man of Honour, Periphas, is not to be tri- 
fled withal 

Per. But a Man of Honour, Ajax, is not oblig'd in 
Courage to be unintelligible. 

Ajax. I hate talking. —The Tougue is a Woman's 
Weapon. Whenever I am aftromed; by the Gods, 
this Sword 1s my only Anſwer. 

Per "Tis not, Ajax, that I decline the Diſpute, oi 
wou'd upon 27 Account deny you the Pleaſure ot 
fighting; yet (if it is not too much Condeſcenſion in a 
Man ot Honour) before I fight I wou'd willingly know 
the Provocation. X 15 


ACHILLES. 45 


v AIR XL. Magoy Lawther, 

, Ajax. bat is all this idle Chat? 

* Words are out of Seaſon, 

. W bether "tis or this or that, 

= The Sword ſhall do me reaſen. 
es Honour call 'd me to the Tail; 

No matter for explaining : 


*Tis a freſh Afﬀront to ak 
A of Honours Meaning. 


Ajax Be it as it will, Periphas ; we have gone too 
far already to retract.— Lou know, I ſuppoſe, of my 
Pretenſions to a certain Lady. No are you latisfied ? 


X Per. If you had her, my Lord, it been much 
1 more to my Satisfaction. I admire your Courage. 
AIR XLI. Lord Frog aud Lady Mouſe. 

Oh, then it ſeems you want a Wife ! 
» Shou d I conſent, 
f Toa may repent, 

And all her daily Fars and Strife 
C You may on me reſent. 
. Thus ev'ry Day and ev'ry Night, 
. If things at home ſbeu d not go right, 

| We three muſt live in conſtant Fight. 

; Take her at all Event. 
: Ajw. Hell, and Furies! I am not to be rally'd out 


of my Reſentment: 
Per. Now in my Opinion *tis flinging away your 
Courage to fight without a Cauſe ; though indeed the 
Men of uncommon Proweſs, by their loving to make 
» the moſt of every Quarrel, ſeem to think the contrary. 
Ajax, You are not ſo ſure of the Lady, Periphas, as | 
R you flatter yourſelf; for whenever I am a Rival, by 
Jove, tis not her Conſent, but my Sword, that muſt de- 
cide the Queſtion. 1 


. 
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ure never a Rival (as you will call me) had a 


ion for fighting than I have at reſent; for 
ii | I'd, I ſhall be out of danger of having the 
V el 


Lou might ſpare your Jokes, Periphas, for my 
gauge wants no Provocation. 
be urs: You will then deſerve her.— Till then 

. So he that conquers; as a Reward, I find is to bo 
mag d. 
tor 

Hjax. Your Paſſion tor that Lady, Periphas, is too 


vbiick to bear Diſpute.— Have not I ſeen you whiſper | 
| vor jaug with her? And by ſome particular Looks 


at the ſame time, *twas too evident that I was the Sub- 
je& ©! your Mrrth. 
Per. Looks, Ajax 
Aja. Yes Looks, my Lord; and I never did or will 
take an impertinent one from any Man. 
Per. Impertinent one! 
Ajax. Furies. This calm Mockery is not to be born. 
I won't have my Words repeated. 


Per. Such Language, 4jax, may provoke me. 


AIR XLII. Richmond Ball. 


Per. bat means all this Ranting? 
Ajax. Ceaſe your Joking ; 

"Ts provoking. 
Per. Ito my Honour will ne er be wanting. 
Ajax. ill you do me right? 
Per. MH kat means all this Ranting? 
Ajax. Ceaſe your FJoking ; 

"Tis provoking. 
Per. Ito my Honour will ne er be wanting. 
Ajax. Talk not then but fight. 

Give then by Action 

Satisf: att ion. 
Per. I'm not in awe, Sir. 
Ajax. Death! will you draw, Sir? 

| | Tittle- 


If I fall Pyrrba may 


P. 


y 


Now dear Ajax, is that worth fighting 4 


Y 
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Titt]e-ta;itle | 
Is a Battle 
You may ſafer try. 
Per. Yet, firſt, I'd fain know why. 


Ajax By Ibu, Periphas, till now I never thought 
you a Cowar 
Per. Nay then—fince my own Honour calls u 
me.—Take Notice, Ajax, that I don't fight for the 
Woman, (They fg bt. 
SCENE IV. 


Periphas, Ajax, Theaſpe, Artemona, Guards. 


1. Guard. Part em - Beat down their Swords: 


(They are part ed 
2 Guard. How dar'd you preſume to fight in the 
Royal Gardens? 


1 Guard. Nay, in the very Preſence For ſee, the 


Queen. 


Ajax. *Tis very hard, Sirs, that a Man ſhou'd be de- 
ny*d the Satisfaction of a Gentleman. 

T heaſ. Lord Ajax, for thls unparallel'd Preſump- 
tion we forbid you the Palace. 

4jax. I ſhall rake ſome other Opportunity, my Lord. 


SCENE V. 


Theaſpe, Artemona, Periphas. 


Theaſ. And as for you, Periphas 

Per Your Majeſty's Rigouc can do no leſs than for- 
bid me the Woman | 

Theaſ The Woman, Periphas, is the only thing that 
can reconcile me to your Behaviour 

Per. Thar blundering Hero 4jax, will have it that I 
am his Rival The Man will be almoſt as miſerable 
without her, as tis probable he might be with her.— 
Oblige us both then, Madam, and let the General be 
miſerable in his own way. 


Soy 


-w 


= << 
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Theaſ. | cou'd not have imagin'd that obſtinate Girl 
could have had any Scruples to the Match; but Dei 
damia tells me (ſhe finds her as difficult as you. 

Per. Since you know, Madam, that Pyrrha will 
have be own Way ; for both our Sakes, and to ſave 


your ſelt uanecetfary Trouble, your Majeſty had bet- 
ter give up this Impoſſibility. 


SCENE VI. 
Theaſpe, Artemoaa, Periphas, Diphilus, Guards. 
Dip5. To prevent future Miſchief, my Lord, his 


Majeſty puts you under Arreit, and comminds you 


to attend him. General Ajax is already in Cuſto y. 
— is his Pleaſure too, (that after you have paid 
your Duty to him) you embark with the Troops im- 
mediately ; and you are not to come aſhore again up- 
on pain of his Majeſty's Diſpleaſure, 


AIR XLII. 


In War we've nought but Death to fear, 
How gracious is the Sentence : 
For that ts eaſier far to bear, 
Than Marriage with Repentance. 
Begirt with Foes, by Numbers brav'd, 
I'd bleſs the happy Crixis; 
The Man from greater Dan ger ſav d, leſſer one deſpiſes. 


Per. Your Majeſty then, you find, muſt diſpenſe 
with my Promiſe till after the Expedition. ---- It the 
General ſhould be ſo happy, to brink Pyrrha with him 
to the Camp, perhaps we may like one another bet- 
cer. 

Diph. The King, Madam, wants to talk to your 
Nlajeſty upon Aﬀairs of Conſequence. You 
will find him in the Royal Apartment. | 

Theaſ. My Daughters with Pyrrha have juſt turn'd 
the Walk, and are coming this Way.----You may 
ſtay with em, Artemona till I ſend for you. 


SCENE 


wy  YTIAATD 
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SCENE VII. 
Artemona, Philoc, Desbia. 


Phil. "Tis horridly mortifying that thefe Trades- 
People will never get any thing New againſt a Birth- 
day. They are all fo abominably ſtupid, that a 
\ Woman of F ancy cannot poſhbly have the Oppor- 
| tunity of ſhewing her Genius. | 

Lesb. The Fatigue one hath of talking to thoſe Crea - 
tures for at leaſt a Month before a Birth-day is infop-, 
portable ; for you know, Siſter, when the time draws * 
| fo very near, a Woman can think of nothing elſe. 

Phil. After all, Sifter, though their things are de- 
teſtable, one mult make choice of ſomething or other. 
I have ſent to the Fellows to be with me this Morn- 
"Rk You are fo eternally ſending for em, one 
wou'd imagine you was delighted with their Con- 
verſation. For thoſt hideous Stuffs they will ſhew us 
| from Year to Year are frightful, are ſhocking. How 
can a Woman have ſo ill a Taſte as to expoſe herſelf - 
in a laſt Year's Pattern! 


Phil. Dear Madam, I beg your Pardon. Let me 
die, if I ſaw you! 
Leib. Our meeting ber was lucky beyond Expreſſion, 
for I never felt ſo uneaſy a thing as a — 
Phil. You know, Siſter, we agreed to truſt her 
with our Suſpicions. | 
ary Vet after all when a Siſter's Reputation is con- 
cern'd. L 
Phil. But is not the Honour of a Family 6f greater 
' Conſequence? WE 1 
Leib. Tho ſhe is 4a Woman and 4 Favorite, I date | 
ſay, if Artemona promiſes, whatever ſhe ſiiffers ſs 
w_ _y it to _ 1 1 
A. If I had not this it ittle deſer 
Theaſpe's Friendſtip. — an that's Sacred,; 
Ladies, you may ſafely truſt me. 
— 


Phil. 
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Piu Tis impoſſible, Siſter, but the herſelſ maſt have 


obſerv'd ir. 

Leib. Whatever People have obſerv'd, tis a thi 
you know, that. no Creature alive can preſume to 
upon. 

S791 Deal fairly and openly with us, Artemona. 


Have you remark'd nothing particular of Deidamia 
yonder of late? 


Art. Of Deidamia! 
Les. Only look upon her, Madam. 
Phil. Well —— what do you think of her? 
. Lesb, Are you blind, Artemona, or dare not you 
believe your Eyes? | 
Art. Her particular Intimacy with Pyrrha do you 
mean ? 
Phil. Dear Madam | — Then I find we muſt ſpeak 
Lesb. Now, dear Artemona, can any Woman alive 
imagine that Shape of hers within the compaſs of com- 
mon Modeſty ? . 
Art But how can one poſſibly have thoſe Suſpic- 
ions? 
Phil. She is a Woman, Madam; ſhe hath Inclinati- 


ons and may have had her Opportunities that we know 
nothing of. 


wy 


—- 


AIR XLIV. Minuet of Corelli in the Ninth Cen- 
certo. 


Phil. Ve may reſolve to reſiſt Temptation; 
And that's all we can db: 
For in the Hour of Inclination 
What con d — or you ? 


Leb Though the thing is improbable, tis ſo mon- 

ſtrouſly evident that it cannot bear a Diſpute. 
Phil. Then her Boſom too is ſo prepofſterouſly im- 
puden t One wou'd think a Woman in her Con- 
dition was not conſcious of her own Shame. _ 
Leso. 
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Lesb, Or imagin'd other People cou'd overlook it as | 
well as herſelt. | 

Phil. Then ſhe is ſo ſqueamiſh and ſo frequently out 
of order. 

Lesb. That ſhe hath all the outward Marks of Fe- 
male Frailty muſt be vifible to all Womankind. 

' Phil. But how ſhe came by em, there, Artemona, is 
ſtill the Secret. 

Lesb. I muſt own that, by her particular Intimacies 
with that forward Creature Pyrrba, | ſuſpe& her to be 
her Confident in this Accident. 

2 1 beg you, Ladies, to turn this Diſconrſe ; for 
idamia aud Pyrrha are juſt coming upon us to join 
the Converſation. n vn 


SCENE VIIL 
| Philoe, Lesbia, Artemona, Deidamia, Achilles. 


Leib. Now I dare ſwear the careleſs Creature Pyrrba 
| hath not once thought of her Clothes. 

Art. Nay, dear Lady Pyrrba, the thing is not fuch 
a trifle, for tis the only Mark of Reſpect that moſt 
People are capable of ſhewing . And though that is 
not your Caſe, I know your Gratitude can never omit 
this publick Occaſion. 


AIR XLV. Tom and Vill were Shepherds twain. 


Art. Think of Dreſs in ev ry Light 
| "Tis Woman's chiefeft Duty ; 
Neglecting that, our ſelves we ſlight 
And underualue Beauty. 

That alures the Lover's Eye, # 

And graces e$y Action; i 

 Beſſdes, when not a Creature"s by , [ 
"Tis inward Satisfaction. | 


— — 


- — ” - = - 


Acb. As J am yet a Stranger, Ladies, to the Faſhions 
of the Country, tis your 8 that muſt ** 6 
5 2 I. 


— 
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Phil. How can a Woman of common Senſe be fo un- 
ſolicitous about her Dreſs! 

Lesb. And truſt a Woman to chooſe for her! "Tis a 
Temptation to be ſpiteful that very few of us can reſiſt; 
for we have not many Pleaſures that can equal that of 
ſeeing another Woman ridiculous. 

2 But you have not, Pyrrba, miſplac'd your Con- 
fidence. 


SCENE II. 
Philoe, Lesbia, Deidamia, Achilles, Artemona, Servant. 


Serv. Vour Embroiderer, Madam. 8 3 

Phil. That Woman is everlaſtingly peſtering me for 
* nr. Now can ſhe imagine that to promote her 
tawdry Trade I can be talk'd into making myſelf ridicu- 
lous by appearing eternally in her odious — ? 
Il can't fee her now.— But perhaps I may want her for 
ſome trivial thing or other,— Let her call again to mor- 
row. _ 
Serv. The Anti-chamber, Madam, is crowded with 
Trades-People. 

Phil. Did not I tell you that I wou'd not be troubled 
with thoſe impertinent Creatures ?!— But hold — I had 
forgot I ſent for em. Let 'em wait. 

Lesb. Bur if thoſe foreign Merchants who lately came 


into Port are em — 

Phil. There, Siler, is all my Hope. I ſhall be hor- 
ridly diſappointed if they don't ſhew us ſomething char- 
ming. 

Lesb. Shou'd any Woman alive get Sight of their 
things hefore us | 

Phi]. I cou'd not bear it. To appear in what another 
Woman had refus'd, wou'd make the Creature ſo intol- 
Icrably vain! 

Les. Are thoſe Merchants I ask you among em? 

Serv. They have been waiting, Madam, above this 
half Hour: | | 

Leib. And did you not know our E 

| 0 
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How cou'd you be ſo ſtupid Let us fee them this 


Inftane. 


SCENE KX. = 


Artemena, Philoe, Lesbia, Deidamia, Achilles. 
Ulynes Diomedes, Agyrtes. ( Disguis'd as Merchants. 


Ari. pou have any thing that is abſolutely new 
| and y onmon, you will give us and your ſelves, ö 
Gentle .oneceflary Trouble. 1 
Of e, Madam, muſt have profited ; 
ver Ir of dealing with Ladies, if 
we co doo d poſhbly be pleas'd twice 
with ti e C. l | 2 
Diom. 1 + v<ll offer 'em the ſame Laver. 
6 We hay the good Manners, Madam, to 
diftinguiſh our (Cui... — To produce any thing that 
had ever been ſeen H ore wou'd be a downright ſult 
up-1 the Genius of a Lady of Quality. | 


| Diom Novelty is the very Spirit of Dreſs. 
| an. Let me die, if che Fellows don't talk charm- 
ingly |! 
| Pil Senſibly, __ 8 1 
Les. Tis evident they muſt have had Dealings wi 
Ladies of Condition. 
Diom. We only wait your Commands. 
Ulyſ. We have things of all kinds, Ladies. 
Phil Of all kinds ! No that is juſt what I wanted 
to ſee. | 
Leib. Are not theſe, Sifter, moſt delightful Creatures? 
Ulyſ. We know a Lady can never fax unleſs we firſt 
cloy her Curioſity. 
Diom. And if Variety can pleaſe, we have every 


zhing that Fancy can wiſh; 
5 AIR XLVI. The Bob-tail Lafs. 
ot Dot | 
” 5 Heart „ , | 
4 N D * Tbe 
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The Man and the Gewn ſhe one Day admires, 
She <wiſbes to change the next. 
The more you ave fickle, ae re more employ'd, 
And Love hath more Cuftomers too; 
For Men are as fickle, and ſoon are cloy'd, 
Unleſs they have ſomething New. 


Lesb. But, dear Man, confider our Impatience. 

Ulyſ. Wou'd you command the things, Ladies to be 
brought here, or wou'd you ſee em in your own A- 
partment ? 

Phil. How intolerably theſe Fellows love talking! 

Les. How canft thou, Man, ask ſuch a Qneftion ! 

Phil. Here — immediately. 

Uly/. Nay, tis not, Madam, that our goods can be 
put out of Countenance by the moſt glaring Light — 
as for that matter | 

Lesb. Nay, pry'thee, Fellow, have done. 

| [Diomedes goes out and returns with A a 

Uly/. wou'd not offer you theſe Pearls, Ladies, if 
the World cou'd produce ſuch another Pair. | 

Phil. A Pair, Fellow—Doft thou think that Jewels 
pair like Men and Women, becauſe they were never 
made to agree ? 

Diom. Now, Ladies, here is all that Art can ſhew 
you.» Open the Packer. : 

Lesb. This very individual Pattern, in a blue Pink 
had been infuutely charming. 

Phil. Don't you think it pretty, Deidamia ? 

Lesb. For Heaven's ſake, Lads Pyrrba.——Nay, dear 
Child, how can any Creature have ſo little Curiohity | 

Ulyſ. Look upon it again, Madam.—Never was fo 
delightful a Mixture ! 

Diom. So ſoft! fo mellow! 

Li, So advantageous for the Complexion ! 

Lesb. J can't bear it, Man; the Colour is frightful. 

Phil | hate our own tame home-bred Fancy.—l 
own I like the Deſign — but take it away, Man. 

it. There muſt be ſomething pretty in every thing 
that is foreign. [Ulyiles /þ e. another _ 


ce. 


1 | 
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Deid. I am ſure, Madam, this muſt convince you to 
the contrary — Never was any thing fo deteſtable 
Leib. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, open that other Packet; 


and take away this hideous Trumpery. 

ws vo How 1 — make this Miſtake? Never 
was ſuch an eternal Blunderer. Opens the Armaur. 

Phil. How ridiculous is this 12 . 

Diom. Pardon the Miſtake, Ladies. 

Lesb. A Suit ot Armour! —You ſee, Philoe, they 
can at leaſt equip us for the Camp. | 

Phil. Nay,  ezbia, for that Matter it might ſerve 
many a ſtiff awkward Creature that we ſee every Day 
in the Drawing- room; for their Dreſs is every way as 
al-turd and prepoſterous. [ Another Packet open'd. 

Ulyſ. Tt your Expectations, Ladies, are not now an- 
ſwer'd, let Fancy own herſelf at a ſtand. *Tis inimi- 
table! 'tis rreſiſtable! 


( As the Ladies are employ'd in examining the Stuffs, 
Achilles is handling and poifing the Armour. Ulyfles 
chſerving him. 

A bil. The Workmanſhip is curious; and ſo juſtly 
mounted! This very Sword ſeems fitted ro my Hand. — 
The ſhield too is fo little cumberſome ; fo very eaſy— 
Was Hector here, the Fate of Troy ſhou'd this Inſtant 
be decided. — How my Heart burns to meet him ! 

Ulyſ. Aide to Diom. That intrepid Air! That 
Godlike k! It muſt be He! His Nature, his 
Diſpoſition ſhews him through the Diſguiſe ( To 
Achilles.) Son of Thetis, I know thee, Greece demands 
thee; and now Achilles, the Houſe of Priam ſhakes. 

Ach. Bui what are you, Friend, who thus preſume 
to know me ? | 

Ulyſ. You cannot be a Stranger to the Name of 


.. 
Ach. As I have long honour'd, I ſhall now endeay- 


our, Sir, to emulate your Fame. 


Ulyſ. Know, Sir, Diomedes; He too is ambitious to 
attend you, and partake your Glory. 


_ Diem. 
4 
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Diom. Come, Agyrtes; with him we carry Conqueſt 
to the Confederates. 


rtes takes a Trumpet which among ft 
— and Sounds. 25 hs 
AIR XLVIL My Dame hath a lame tame Crane. 


Ulyſ. Thy Fate then, O Troy, is decreed. 
Diom. How I pant 


Achil How I burn for the Fight. 
Diom. Hark, Glory calls. 

Achill. Now great Hector /ball bleed; 
Agr. Fame ſhall our Deeds requite 


(As Lcbilles is going off, he turns and looks on Deidgmia: 
AIR XLVII. Geminiazi's Minuet. 


Ach. Beauty weeps — Ah, why that Languiſb 
See ſhe calls and bids me ftay. 
Ho can I leave ber ? my Heart feels her Anguiſb. 
Hence, Fame and Glory. Love <vins the Day. 


(He drops the Sword and Shield. 


Trumpet ſounds, and he takes *em up again. 
AIR My Dame hath a lame, Oc. as 1 Sung 
in Four Parts as a Catch. 


Nyſ. Fhby Fate then, O Troy, is decveed. 
Ach. How I pant! How I burn for the Fight | 
Diom. Hark, Glery calls. Now great Hector ſball bleed. 
Agyr. Fame ſball eus Deeds requite. 
As the 


are going; Achilles ſtops with his E 
fix d 2 Deidamia. * A 


"Art. For Heaven's fake, Ladies, ſu Deidamia. 


Phil. Never was any thing fo aſtoniſhing 


Leib. Run then, Artamona, and acquaint the Ki 
and Queen with what hath happen . 9 


SCENE 


* 
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SCENE XI. 


Philoe, Lesbia, Deidamia, Achilles, Diomedes, U- 
| lyſſes, Agvrtes. 


Phil. Ah Siſter, Siſter, the Myſtery then of thi: par- 
—_— Intimacy hetween you and Pyrrba is at laſt mra- 
vell'd. | 

Leib. Now if it had not been a Man of this rodi- 
| wy Conſequence, it had been the ſame thing == — 


re never unguarded Woman was ſo unaccountably | 


lucky! 
Deid. Can you leave me Achille Can you? 
Ulyſ. Conſider your own Glory, Sir. 


AIR XLIX. Gavotte of Corelli. 


Ach. Why this Pain? 
Love adien, 
Break thy Chain, 
Fame purſue, 
Ab, falſe Heart, a 
Can ſt thou pars pf 
Oaths and Vows bave bound me. 
Fame cries, Go; 
Love ſays, No. 
Why d'ye thus confeund me ? 


Deid, Think of my Condition----Save my Honour. 

Ul. Think of rhe Honour of Greece. 

Deid Think of your ſolemn Oaths and Promiſes. 

Ulyſ. Nations depend upon you - Victory, Sir, 
calls you hence. 

Deid. Can you, Achilles, be perfidious ? 

Ulyſ. Can you loſe your Glory in the Arms of a 
Woman ? | 

Deid Can you ſacrifice the Fame of your faithful 


AIR 


———— ͤ —— —-—- 


— -” 


— 


— 
—— — 


— 


> 385 


— ww- 
—— U 


——̃ (— 


r 


58 ACHILLES. 


AIR L. The Scheme. 


Ach. O, what a Conflif's in my Breaſt | 
Ulyr. hat, ſtill in ſuſpence ! bid Fame adieu. 
Deid. See me with Shame oppreſt : 

I curſe, yet I love thee too, 
Ulyf. Let not her Sighs, unman your Heart. 
Deid, Can you then go, and Faith reſign? 
Ach. Shou'd [!---- How can I part 
Deid. Your Honour is linkd with mine. 


S CEN E. The Laf. 


Philoe, Lesbia, Deidamia, Achilles, Ulyſſes, Arteme- 
mona, Diomedes, Agyrtes, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, 
Diphilus, Periphas, Ajax. 


Lycom. Hence, Diphilus; and preſume no more to 
come into my Preſence. Twas your paltry Flattery 
that made me ridiculous- Such a Genius can never 
be at r Loſs for Employment, for I have found you 
qualified for the meanek Offices. (Exit Diphilus 

Theaſ. My Daughter, Sir, I hope, hath put Con- 
fidence in a Man of Honour. 

Ach. My Word. Madam, is as ſacred as the moft 
＋4 Ceremony. — Yet ( though we are alrea- 
dy ſo emnly betroth'd to each other) tis m Requeſt, 
Madam. that before I leave the Court the Prieſt may 
confirm the Marriage. 

( Theaſpe whiſpers Artemona, who goes ou 

Theff. This might have prov'd a ſcurvy Affair, 
Deidamia; for a Woman can never depend npon a 
Man's Honour after ſhe has loſt her own to him. 

( Theaſpe talks apart to Ulyſſus, Periphas, &*c 

Lyccm. You muſt own, Madam, tha "twas your 
own Jealouſies that were the Occaſion of Deidamia's 


Diſgrace. 


FT Theaſ. How can you have the Aſſurance to name it? 
Does it not put you in mind of yout own ? —— Let 


her 
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ber Marriage to Achilles makes us forget every thing 


Ach, As you was ſo furiouſly in Love, Lord jar, I 
hope I ſhall till retain your Friendſhip. | 

Ajax, No joking I beg you, young Man. — But 
RN, how came you here ? and in a Woman's 

eſs too Your ſetting out, Str. pung, did not 
ſeem to promiſe much. 

Ach. The Adventure wou'd be too long to tell you. 
—— I ſhall reſerve the Story forthe Camp. 

( Artemona returns with the Prieſt, 

Arb. The Prieſt, Sir, is ready. 

Lycom. The Ceremony waits you. 

Ach, It ſhall be my Study, Lycomedes, to deſerve 
this Alliance. 

Lycom. May you be happy 

Theaf. Let the Prieſt then join your Hands. 
(Achilles, Deidamia, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Lesbia, 

Philoe, Artemona, retire to the back part of the Stage. 

The Prieſt performs the Ceremony. 

Per, Our Duel, Ajax, had made a much better Fi- 
gure if there had been a Woman in the Cafe. — But 
you know, like Men of violent Honour, we were fo 
my that we did not know what we were fight- 
ing kor. 

a, If you are too free with your Wit, Periphas, 

perhaps we may know what we quarrel ahout. 
_ _Uhbſ. What teſty, Ajax! Petticoats have led many a 
Man into an Error. How lucky was the Diſcovery ! 
tor had you found a real compl ing Woman you had 
irretrievably beeu married. The Preſence of Achilles 
ſhall now animate the War. 


1 


AIR. LI. The Man that is drunk, Os. 
Per. Was ever a Lover ſo happily freed ! 


A ry me no more; and mention it neuer. 
Iyſ. Swppoſe you had found ber a Iman indeed 
Aja. Aut I be teax d and worried for ever 


Dior. 
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Diom. By Conqueſt in Battle we finiſh the Strife ; 
Per. But Marriage had kept you in Duarrels for Life. 


Ajax. Muſt you be fleering ? 


Truce with your jeering. 
Know that you Wits oft paid for your ſneering. 


Per. If you had been deceiv'd by a Woman. — 
"ris what we are all liable to 

Diom. But Ajax is a Man of warm Imagination. 

Ajax. After this Day let me hear no more of this 
ridiculous Aﬀatr. | 

Per. 14 for that matter any Man might have been 
deceiv'd : for Love, you know, is blind. 

Ajax. With my Sword I can anſwer ary Man. ——TI 
tell you, I hate joking. (Lycomedes, c. come forwards. 

Lycom. I have the common Cauſe fo much at Heart 
«tha: I wou'd not, Son, detain you from the Sicge. 


AIR LI. There liv'd long in a Country Place. 
; * 
Deid. How bort was my Calm ] in a Moment tis paſt ; 
Fireſb Sorrocus ariſe, aud my Day is oercaſt. 
But fince "tis decreed — Let me fi:fletkis Tear, 
Behold, yet be cautious; my Life is thy Care; 
. Ou thine it depends; *tis for thee that I fear. 


Lycom. As both her Country and your Glory are con- 
can'd, Deidamia muſt learn to bear your Abſence. 
— In the mean time, Achilles, ſhe ſhall be our Care 
— As the Marriage is confirm'd ; let the Dancers, 


who were preparing for th* approaching Feſtival, 
celebrate the Wedding, 


Ajax. Bur hearkee, young Fellow, — This is the 
old Soldier's Play ; fot we ſeldom leave Quarters but 
the Landlord's Daughter is the better for us. — Hah ! 

(To Achilles. 


DANCE 


ACHILLES. Gt 


DANCE. 


Uſ We may fora while put on a feign'd Chara- 
Eter, but Nature is ſo often unguarded that it will ſhe w 
itſe lt. — Tis to the Armour we owe Achilles. 


A I R. LIII. Minuet of Corelli. 


Single. Nature breaks forth at the Moment unguarded ; 


Chorus. Through all Diſeuiſe ſbe her ſet muſt betray- 
Single. Hearn with Succeſs hath our rewarded. 
Chorus. Let's with Achilles our Genius obey. 


AIR LIV. Saraband of Corelli. 


Ulyſ. Thus when the Cat had once all Woman's Graces ;; 
Courtſhip, Marriage won her Embraces 


Forth lept a Mouſe ;, ſbe, forgetting Enjoyment, 
Quits her fond Spouſe for her former Employment. 


CH-OR U- 5. 


Minuet of Corelli. 


Nature breaks forth at the Moment unguarded ; 
Through all Dare ſhe herſelf muſt betray, 
Heav'n with Succeſs hath our Labours rewarded ; 


Let's with Achilles our Genius obey. 
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